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To a Beautiful Young Girl of Ten Years 
of Age. 


Wore Thou, my blooming Amoret be 
(skid, 

What rts are beft to make a Lover yield ; 

In thy Young Years employ thy prudent Care, 

Before the Heats of wild Fitteen appear, 

Inftrudd thy little Fan with Art to move, 

At once to Cool, and Blow the Fire of Love, 

In wanton Laugwors teach thy Eyes to roul, 

At once toPserce, and Heal th’ obeying Soul. 

Bid thy Breafts Heave, and as by turns they Heave, 

So may the Lover Die, fo may he Live. 

With Charming Art each diffrent Look put on, 

Grace with a Nod, and Ruin with a Frown. 

Spread out the Lovely Mazes of thy Hair, 

And bid each Lock the willing Youth enfuare ; 

Let idle Prattle dwell upon thy Tongue, 

And be thy Charming Nonfence very long - 

If thy Green Years fomuch Accomplifh’d be, 

What may we hope from thy Maturity ? 

She who in Youtir bas all the Charms of Age, 

In Age, {hall with the Charms of Youth engage. 





To a General Lover. 


| AST thou not found each Woman's Breaft, 
H The Lands where thou haft Travelled, 
Eitber by Savages poffeft, 

Or wild and uninbabited ? 
Luft, the unbridl'é Sirius bere, 

Rageth with immoderate Heat, 
While Pride the fullen Northern bear, 

In others makes the Cold too great : 
And where they are in Temper known, 
The Soil’s but Poor and Barren grown. 
What Foy could’/t take, or what Repofe 
In Countries fo Uncivsliz’d as thofe ? 





Toa Lady, who prefented me an Orange. 


OW docs the Gift with that Fasr Caer fuit ! 
The Faiveft Hand prefents the Fasreft Frust ; 
Had this bccn thrown when Atalanta turn’d, 
The rolling Gold bad by the Maid been J, purn’d 





. ’ . - 7+ Tee 


In vain, Acoptius his device bad try’ 4, 

Had this Fair Fruit rol? by Cydippe’s fide ; 

By any Youth this Charming Bribe di{play’d, 

Without her Vow, be might bave cla¢m'd the Maid. 

With Yours, no Tempting Reval Charm be nam’d ; 

Mankind was never by an Apple Dammm’é, 

Whilft you, our Faireft Tree of Knowledge, fiand, 

I taft the Fruit of your inviting Hand; 

And while your branching Fingers ftretch'é | fee, 

I long to Circle round the Charming Tree. — 

Deluding Maid! Tho’ at fo neer a view, 

Like Eden’s Plant, thou art forbidden too. | 

The Ravift’d Youth, whom thoufhalt Love, may 
(boaft 


As true a Paradife, as e’er was loft. 


On a Pair of Virginals, 
D™: that ties up the Tongues of Man and 


( Beast, 
And to each thing gives a Quietus elt, 
Lends me a Tongue ; and \.that cou’d not be 
Bleft with a Voie, now boaft Variety. 
Amphion’s Tale, which cow’d make ee ry Tree 
Dance to bis Mujick, is fullfiPd in me. 
For lo the lifelefs Jacks lavatoes take, 
At that fweet Harmony themfelves do make : 
The various founding Strings in Confort come, 
To make my narrow bulk Elyzium. : 
True Emblem of the State! For in this wife, 
He juft now Falls, that but juft now did rife. 
O wou'd the Subjects in this Realm agree, 
And meet like Strings to make one Harmony ! 








Cafimirc, Ode 13. Book 4. Againft 
Immoderate Grief; Paraphraftigally 
Tranflated. By §. P. 


I. 


Ouwd heavy Groans, or Tears prevent — 
Thofe Evils, which miftaken Men lament : 
Couw'd Sighs my daily Cares remove, 
Or blow Diftra@ing Thoughts away, 
Make partial Fortune kinder prove, 
With Foy I'd the bleft Tribute pay : 
Court Sorruw as a Miftrifs, and prefer, 
To Gold, and fparkling Gems, -each-bappy Fear. 
2. But 











eee: 


But we, dlafs ! Torment our felves in vain, 
Sighs can bring us no Relief, 

And Tears, like frustle/s Showrs of Rain, 
bia only to the nourifhment of Greef ; 

Scarte has the Eye diftill’d one gufhing Tear, 

But Hydra like, a thoufand {trait appear. 


$. 
Tbe Generous Soul was never known, 
To truckle to jilt Fortune’s Frown : 
But, like the Palm, woud upwards move 
When e'er opprefs’d, and foar above, 
Leaving dull grov'ling Wretches to their Fears, 
A Prey to favage Woe, and tyrannizing Cares. 


4. 
Learn then, my Friend, henceforth be wife - 
Was | attack’d on ev'ry fide, 

Shou'd Fear betray the Woman in my Eyes ? 
No! With unufual Chearfulnefs Pd rife, 

And with redoubld Force oppofe th’ impetuous Tide. 
For a brisk Look, and an undaunted Soul, 
Can Fortune Awe, and Deftiny Controul. 


al 





The Complaint, to Celindz. 


he 
Hi tell me my regardle/s Fair, 
Tell me my Charming Saint, 
Why with a Frown you bear my Pray’r, 
Yet Deaf to my Complaint : 
. Why difoblig’d when I recite 
', The Pains, in which you tuke delight ; 


2. 
Proud that 1 might by Suffering pleafe, 
Let me my Grief relate, 
Ab! Rear me, tho’ you never eafe 
The Torments you create ; 
Let me, at lea/t,, Diverfion move 
With the fad Story of my Love. 


| 3. 
I lsv’d adorn’d with Innocence, 
By bounteous Fortune bleft, 
Envy cou’d not deny me Senfe, 
I, alll wifhd, poffeft : 
Nor was | Scorwd by any Maid, 
For nonc by me was e’er betray’d. 





4. 
With fuch an Eye I cow’d bebola 
Ay juft Paternal ftore, 
As not to Court the Rich for Gold, 
Nor to opprefs the Poor : 
And | for Gifts by Heav’n allow'd, 
With Praifes, not Petitions, bow'd 


But /ince that fatal Happy Night, 
When Ravifh’d and Undone, 

I view'd my Angel with Delighr, 
And drew my Ruin on : 

Since then, I murmur and repinc, 

For what is all, if you're not mine. 





6. 
My wide Ambitious Thoughts are fueb 
[ sou'd ten Worlds pojfe/s ; 
Not that I'm Worthy of fo much, 
But you deferve no lefs : 
The boundlefs All t wou'd beftow, 
To make the Giver Merit you. 


7, 
What pittying God fhall { obtaiss 
To intercede with Her - 
We Saints and Angels Court in vain, 
For mine will nevey hear : 
PU draw ber Pidkure then, and pray 
Lo th’ Image when the Saint’s away. 


From the smpreffion in my Heart 
1 drew my Goddels’s Face, 

But ftill { mifs’d fome Lovely Part; 
Mifs'd fome Excelling Grace : 

For how cou’d poor Philander paint 

Ix Humane Shape, bis Heavenly Sasnt. 


The glorious Eyes by wbick the Cbarms, 
Make me in Raptures’ Die ; 
So fhining Lightning .Uankind harms, 
Whico only Gilds Me Sky - 
With Zealous Love to War { came, 
Ana now | perifh in the Flame. 
10. 
My Heart beat time whene’er (he mov’, 
She Danc’d with fuch a Grace, 
And \ with threefold Paffion Lov'd 
Hr Wit, ber Atr, ber Face: 
But Pm the pocr unhappy One, 
Who Loving mojt, is moft undone. 
If. 
I might (cow’d 1 your Force oppofe) 
With better Fate fucceed ; 
For /yrants parly with their Foes, 
But make their Subjects bleed , 
In this more Glory you (hall bave, 
Be Kind, be Gentle to your Bleeding Slave. 





Advertilement. 


LL Gentlemen, Ladies, &c. who have any 0Ori- 

ginal Copies of Verfes, Heroical, Humourous, Gale 
lant, Satyrs, Odes, Epigrams, Riddles, Receipts, 
Songs, Prologues or Epilogues, ©c. proper to infert | 
in this Paper; are defir’d to fend ‘em to Goddard's 
Coffee-Houfe in New-Street near Fetter-Lane, or to B. 
Brage, the Publifher, atthe Raven in Pater-Nofter-Row, 
and chey’ll very much oblige the Author, who will 
faithfully Infert ’em, and carefully Correét ‘em. 

444+ Note, Gentlemen are defir’d to fend no Copies 

but what are ORIGINAL, for they'll not be Inferted, 
if known 3 and if they are not fent to the above-men- 
tion’d Places by Wedne/day Night at furtheft, they cannot 
be put into that Weeks Courant. _ 

ARG ARET SEARL ({o Famous for Relieving 
| and Curing DEAFNESS, Lives ftiil in Pyt- 
Corner, near Weft-Smithfield, where She is ready, upom ~ 
any Qc¢afion of that Nature, to ferve fuch as Apply 
themlelves to Her: Being the Surviver of Her Father 
Fdmund Sear}, and late Husband Samuel Searl. 
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